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The day you were born he appeared in Shirin's dream
and said, 'I am coming back to you/ and in the morning
you were born."
Shirin was my grandaunt, Jehangir's sister.
"Once you are dead, you're dead. How can you be
reborn?" I asked.
"It's not the person that is reborn. It's his love."
I could never understand all this.
"Long before you were born," Maiji said to me on
another occasion, pointing to the same picture on the
wall, "it was he who received King Edward VII on the
shores of India. It was in the days of our good Queen
Victoria. There is a picture of her in my room upstairs.
When we went to England many years later, we were
received at Buckingham Palace. Edward had become
king and he remembered the incident well. He men-
tioned it to grandpapa."
Listening to Maiji talk of kings and royal courts used
to thrill me so. It was like listening to a fairy tale with
characters in it whom I knew. Maiji went on, "One day
there was a children's fete where the prince was to be
present. He arrived in a state carriage and all the civil
and military officers were lined up and stood at atten-
tion. The Duke of Sutherland happened to stand just
in front of me. He was rather tall and shut out my view.
I requested him to let me have a look at the prince. He
promptly made way for me. He was surprised that I
spoke English and after talking to me for a little while
he called an officer and said to him, Tresent Mrs.
Jehangir to the prince/ and so within a few minutes
I found myself on the platform sitting next to the
prince."
"And then?" I asked eagerly.
She described to me the fete at which there was music